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furnace, and a quantity of formless and hideous statuettes.
'Here is your bottle.'
'What is in it?'
'Your blood mixed with that of the countess, as you may-
read in this note.5
I then understood what it was all about, and I wonder
now I did not burst out laughing. Instead of that, however,
my hair stood on end at the thought of the abominable
Spaniard, and a cold sweat covered my body.
'What would you have done with the blood?'
'I should have anointed you with it; you shall see how.'
She opened a casket about two feet long, in which was a
.naked wax figure lying on its back. My name was written
on it; and although it was clumsily and badly made, my
features were recognisable. The image wore a cross and
order like mine. Certain parts of the figure were most
monstrously out of proportion, and I could not help laugh-
ing, it was so ill modelled.
'Laugh away!' said the witch, 'but it would have been the
worse for you if I had bathed you in that blood, according
to certain rites I alone know, and it would have gone harder
still with you if I had then laid your image on a burning
brazier.'
'Well, it belongs to me now. Here are your twelve
sequins! Now light a fire, and I will melt down this little
monster; as for the blood, allow me to throw it out of the
window.' The old woman was delighted to see me melt the
wax, as she doubtless feared I should carry all these things
away as evidence against her. She said I was an angel of
goodness, and besought me to pardon her and not to tell
any one what had passed. I swore that not even the countess
should know. Then the old hag offered, for another dozen
sequins, to make the countess fall madly in love with me.
I told her I did not care about it, and advised her to give
up her hideous trade, which sooner or later would bring her
to the stake.
In spite of the money this nonsense had cost me, I was not

